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COUNTRYMAN 
AND  HERMAPHRODITE 


I  t  will  not  speak.  Why  then,  it  hath  no  art 
To  voice  the  movement  of  its  life. 

That  life  must  flow  like  stream. 

It  must  bear  down 

A  wave  and  wave  of  hurried  treasures  past, 
And  sooth  the  long  hair  of  its  shallow  bed. 

It  parts  the  lips.  Why  then,  it  must  essay 
A  word  to  foam  along  the  tongue. 

Grief  thickens  on  the  brow, 

Now  clears  and  melts 

Upon  the  clear  skin  of  an  unknown. fruit, 

Whose  broken-into  core  might  ease  my  thirst, 

Bred  in  the  terrible  sloth  of  virgin  years. 

I  search  the  genius  of  this  place, 

Whether  he  fills 
To  flowing  at  a  source 
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His  bark  cup  and  his  gourd,  or  sullen  hid 
He  lets  a  useless  tear  course  through  his  mind. 

My  dun  flock  plucks  down  broad,  heart-beating  leaves. 
Tramples,  but  I  must  pause,  admire 
Much  at  its  corselet’s  flame 
On  breasts  of  woman, 

Graven  with  gilded  plan  of  hair-like  flowers, 

Tense  with  bronze  straps.  What  war  makes  epicene? 

Its  cheeks  are  soft  and  full  as  woman  had. 

The  eyes  are  parted  in  wide  scope 
Torrents  of  sight  to  draw, 

And  wide  the  lips 

Parted  to  draw  down  by  the  narrow  gorge 
Blue,  curling  tress  of  air  about  its  heart; 

And  brings  what  war  with  hands  too  faint  to  use 
Or  spear  or  sceptre,  crook  or  lute? 

Burn  in  my  arms,  you  sun. 

White  glow  your  brows ; 

So  tired  sun,  still  harsh  with  fiery  grains, 

Sprawls  down  and  lights  the  hollow  of  his  cave. 

Unhelmeted  you  walk,  much  like  his  star — 

As  hunter  to  my  shelving  vale? 

No  woven  net  nor  shaft? 

Then  with  love  strength? 

Would  you  turn  back,  I’ll  beat  your  flight  to  earth. 
As  children  the  lax  plumes  of  a  strange  bird. 
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SOLDIER  AND  HERMAPHRODITE 


The  god  that  swells  in  angry  blood. 
To  him  would  you  oppose  your  brow, 
And  with  warm  thunder  drops 
Weep  on  his  damasked  shield? 

Your  strange  formed  body  to  a  cloud 
Distil  its  substance  and  refine. 

And  then,  in  vaporous  stealth. 

Make  droop  his  prickled  crest? 

In  cloudy  sweat  subdue  his  arms. 

Lax  contest  of  unwilling  strength, 

And  polished,  starting  eye 
Make  dumb  in  glaucous  calm? 

On  huntsman  glory  you’d  prevail. 

Like  dawn  surprising  the  bare  flesh. 
And  catch  his  fibrous  rays 
To  skein  like  foolish  silk? 


HERO  ENTOMBED 


I 

My  lamp,  full  charged  with  its  sweet  oil,  still  burns, 
Has  burned  a  whole  year  and  it  shows  no  check. 

My  cerements  there 

Lie  where  I  rolled  them  off. 

The  death  odours  within  them. 

Harshly  composed,  coiled  up  in  marble  fold. 

This  tent  of  white  translucent  stone,  my  tomb, 

Lets  through  its  panel  such  a  ray  of  light, 

Blind  and  refracted, 

As  a  calm  sea  might  do 

Through  its  tough  warping  lens 

From  the  ascendant  moon  at  its  highest  step. 

Some  have  complained  the  gentleness  of  the  sea, 
Stagnantly  streaming,  in  quick  ebb  withdrawing 
Along  the  tideless  South, 

Thus  sound  to  me, 

And  like  its  noonday  hiss 

Wheels,  voices,  music,  thunder,  the  trumpet  at  dawn. 

You  must  not  think  my  entertainment  slight 
In  the  close  prison  where  I  walk  all  day. 

‘  And  yet,  entombed. 

Do  not  your  thoughts  oppressed 
Pluck  off  the  bandage  from  your  sores, 

From  arrow  wound  and  from  ulcered  armour-gall?  9 
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My  wounds  are  dried  already  to  pale  weals, 

I  did  not  fall  in  battle  as  you  think. 

On  Epipolae 

Dashed  from  the  rock  head  down, 

Or  in  the  quarries  stifle, 

But  stoned  by  words  and  pierced  with  beams  of  eyes. 

So,  patient,  not  regretful,  self  consoling 
I  walk,  touching  the  tomb  wall  with  my  fingers. 

In  silent  entertainment. 

On  the  smooth  floor 
The  stirred  dust  ankle  deep 

Steams  up  languid,  to  clog  the  struggling  lamp  flame. 
Syracuse. 


HERO  ENTOMBED 


I  I 

With  such  frail  stuff  they  use  to  shroud  our  limbs, 
You’d  think  the  mightiest  dead  were  childish  weak. 
In  a  waking  spasm 
Each  can  snap  off 
His  linen  fetters, 

Then  rend  away  the  scarf  sealing  his  lips. 

Such  heavy  tears  you  weep,  you  other  dead, 

They  drop  like  ripe  pearls  out  of  Indian  grain 
Under  the  harvesting  south  wind. 

Here  white  Nero 

Shows  his  deep-severed  throat. 

Does  that  proud  front  bear  sorrow  and  disquiet? 

Within  what  dance  shall  ransomed  limbs  conform, 
And  with  what  measure  trance  recaptured  day? 

I  live.  I  live. 

Yet  faintly  my  voice  sounds. 

Hero  am  I, 

A  being  sacred,  blessed  in  its  repose? 

To  break  the  line  that  sleep  had  writhed  me  in. 

About  the  arms  as  with  long  bands  of  wool, 

Is  nothing, 

I  must  crack  the  ribs  apart. 

Ah,  look  where  lies 

An  unbodied  lump  of  sweetness  at  the  heart. 
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HERO  ENTOMBED 


III 

Lift  your  sail,  nautilus.  Make  out  for  sea. 
Often  you’ve  passed  me  in  your  companies, 

Your  fellows  voyaging  under  fleshy  sails. 

Drawn  fine  and  brittle  and  bright  as  eyelid  silk. 
And  stung  by  salty  drops  blown  off  the  waves. 
Peopling  a  watery  valley,  mounting  its  ridge. 

The  nautilus  unloops  his  sail, 

Looses  the  web  and  it  expands 
Gradually  full,  now  strains  its  best, 

Tautening.  At  last  burn  visibly 
The  purple  veins  that  seam  it  through 
Over  the  curious  rocking  keel. 

Launch,  nautilus,  and  stretch  your  tender  sail, 
Light  swimming  guest,  wandering  shell. 

It  hears  me  murmuring  inward  in  my  tomb. 

Yet  I  spoke  softly,  for  no  ear. 

And  does  my  impulse  bend  its  foolish  course 
Stretching  the  crystal  on  its  yards? 

You  move.  You  move.  Though  viewless,  strong 
The  unknown  hand  that  thrusts  you  out 
To  watch  the  sea-bed  looking  down, 

With  pearls  confounded  in  its  slime. 

And  thus,  remotely  hid,  I  swell 
The  supple  tissue  on  your  spars, 
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In  whirlwind  slant  the  quivered  mast 
Until  your  cup  is  brimmed  with  salt. 

So  whelm  the  gentle  fleet  I  sped. 

And  now  in  torment  furl  those  coloured  sails. 
Among  the  wealth  that  vigour  shoots 
HI  find  another  pastime  for  my  need. 
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TRAVEL  POEMS 


I 

Subservient  as  a  creature  viewed  in  dream 
The  halcyon  bowed  down  to  my  foot 
Its  pitiful  faltering  course. 

Wing  that  sustains  the  tired-out  ceryl’s  flight. 
Dropping  precipitate  in  the  mid  sea. 

Convey  me  journeying  too! 

Think  of  incessant  travel. 

Islands, 

It  is  not  we  who  move,  but  they  by  us 
Drag  past  their  brutish  substance, 

Furrow 

A  rough  and  foaming  wave. 

Or  trace  a  wanton  circle  in  deep  calm 
Around  their  unshaken  centre. 

Into  their  earliest  boughs 
Invoke 

For  me  their  vaporous  buds. 

They  use  an  alchemy  to  make  rods  flower. 

Comb 

And  ravel  out  their  streams. 

They  wind  them  in  repose 

Or  fling  them,  thread  by  thread,  into  the  sea. 
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TRAVEL  POEMS 


I  I 

M  y  darkness  weaves  me  any  shape  I  please. 
And  variously  I  hide  myself  from  grief. 

Now  woman’s  blood  runs  milky  in  my  veins. 
I’m  changed, 

Womanly  look  down 

Upon  the  large  orb  of  the  giant’s  skull 

Weighed  on  my  knees. 

A  dread 

Has  glued  my  hands  with  chill. 

And  here  I  feel  the  thin  walled  temple  beat 
So — loud 
Against  my  fear. 

Below  each  lock  the  skin  shows  almond  white. 

A  ponderous  tress 

Unwound, 

Involved  within  my  palm  lies  crude  and  warm. 

The  uneasy  hour  rains  downward  on  the  fields. 
In  dust 

The  unwilling  flocks  lag  home. 

Yet  I  would  do.  Sick  pause  before  embracing. 
Quicker  my  heart. 

Weeping, 

I  slide  the  betraying  steel  within  his  hair. 
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TRAVEL  POEMS 


III 


I  n  this  intricacy  I  live 

Where  light  cannot  come  near  my  face. 

At  best  lets  down  one  waving  band 
Alone,  and  cannot  break  my  forest  roof. 

The  vine  is  glad  in  endless  mesh 
Of  tendrils  bristled  with  fine  hair. 

That  wind  indulgent,  listless,  calm; 

Desire  that  crawls  through  limbs  still  half  asleep. 

The  mournful  grape  droops  his  full  globe 

As  sorry  for  unmeaning  wealth 

And  sweats  his  blood  in  sugary  drops ; 

So  leaves  and  petals  arrow  points  of  fire. 

Then  in  throats  hoarse  and  clogged  with  dust 
Hid  flowers  begin  to  syllable, 

Moving  their  sharp  tongues  to  and  fro 
And  answer  mouth  to  mouth  in  low  response. 

Dilate  on  stolen  draughts  of  cool 
Or  brightness.  So  the  shadowed  eyes 
Throw  their  tumultuous  pleasures  flash  by  flash, 
Or  show  like  mirrors  dull  with  heat. 
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TRAVEL  POEMS 


I  V 

Profound  the  weariness  dawn  knows. 

It  draws  up  vaporous  from  their  couch 

A  languid  abstract  of  the  limbs 

Still  moistened  with  fine  sweat  of  sleep. 

Poor  women  in  their  tallowy  caves 
From  tube-shaped  lips  flute  at  their  hearths. 
Coarse  clouds  are  drawn  in  cotton  fold 
Like  napkins  damp  with  wine  and  salt. 

My  fingers  still  unlearned  to  move, 

My  eyebeams  swim  a  foolish  course 
Like  rolling  strays  of  spider’s  rope 
That  where  it  touches,  there  must  cling. 

Here  wide  vine  leaves  display  their  dew, 
Lapsed  in  the  channel  of  each  vein. 

They  seem  to  boast  their  liquid  wealth 
And  turn  it  boldly  in  their  palms. 

Gradual  the  tenderness  of  light, 

Parting  those  white  curls  with  his  hand. 
Subtracts,  refines,  then  starts  aside 
Before  my  mantle’s  lively  blue. 

The  rock  doves  hurrying  to  the  ground 
Begin  to  daub  the  polished  air 
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With  harsh,  sweet  voices  of  complaint. 

What  Tereus  rape,  what  toil,  what  wrong? 

Toil,  wrong,  and  wrong  embraced  with  wrong. 
Regret  distilled  to  sharpest  taste. 

The  small  eye,  patient  of  surprise. 

Holds  the  black  pupil’s  floating  grain. 

t 

‘  And  so  repose  above  my  wings, 

And  tread  their  metal  with  your  love. 

Dance  on  them  like  a  vintager, 

As  though  you  crush  their  colour  out.’ 
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LEVIATHAN 


I 

Leviathan  drives  the  eyed  prow  of  his  face, 

With  the  surge  dumbly  rippling  round  his  lips, 

Toward  the  Atlantid  shore; 

Not  flat  and  golden  like  the  Cherubim, 

Or  a  face  round  and  womanish  like  the  Seraphim, 

But  thick  and  barbed — the  broad,  barbed  cheeks  of  Donne. 

Beneath  he  stretched  his  hands  to  the  sea  forests, 
Obscure  and  thick,  with  the  cool  freshes  under. 

Lifts  his  surprised  brows  to  the  sky’s  milky  light. 

New  come  from  the  abyss. 

While  a  faint  radiance,  webbed  from  the  waves’  substance, 
Clung  to  his  changing  limbs  and  his  coiled  body, 
Reddening,  making  them  darker  than  the  sea, 

Or  half  translucent. 

And  when  the  mouths  of  Atlantean  brooks 
Struck  on  his  mouth  with  taste  of  sudden  cold 
And  wound  his  shoulders  like  embracing  hands, 

He  put  out  both  thick  palms  and  felt  the  shallows. 

The  salt  had  scurfed  his  body  with  white  fire 
And  knotted  the  rough  hair  between  his  breasts. 

And  as  he  rose  delicate  Atlantis  trembled, 

Tilting  upon  the  sea’s  plain  like  a  leaf. 
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The  passionless  air  hung  heavy  on  Atlantis, 

And  the  inclined  spears  of  the  flowering  bushes 
Smoothly  dropped  down  their  loosened,  threaded  petals, 
Softening  the  pathways. 

For  tideless  night  had  covered  her,  and  sealed 
All  scent  within  the  narrow  throat  of  flowers, 

And  sound  within  the  navel  of  the  hills. 

And  stars  in  the  confusion  of  the  air. 

Within  her  darkness  and  unconsciousness 
She  hid  all  beauty,  and  her  silences 
Sound’s  measures  and  sequences, 

And  the  black  earth  quickened 
With  oppression  of  blossom. 

Ah,  thief  that  swims  by  night — Leviathan, 

Rolled  blindly  in  the  wave’s  trough  like  a  rotting  thing, 
Come  to  Atlantis’  further  edge  by  dark, 

Poised  over  her  quietness; 

Measureless  drunkard  of  the  bitter  sea, 

Insatiate,  like  some  slow  stain 
Creeping  on  pleasure’s  face, 

Like  sudden  misery. 

So  foul,  so  desolate. 

That  you  are  crept  to  seek  new  life. 

Have  crossed  the  water’s  plain, 

Desiring  and  by  stealth  to  gain 

For  rankness,  foolishness  and  half-conceived  beauty 

Some  perfect  shape — an  Atlantean  body. 


LEVIATHAN 


I  I 

A  music  met  Leviathan  returning, 

While  the  still  troubled  waters  of  his  passage 
Danct  every  island  like  a  lily  head. 

Through  all  the  shadowed  throats  of  the  wide  forest 
His  unnumbered  monster  children  rode  to  greet  him 
On  horses  winged  and  dappled  over  like  flowers. 

Now  huddled  waves  had  lulled  their  bursting  foam 
And  slight  clouds  laid  their  breasts  upon  the  sea; 

The  sullen  winds,  head  downward  from  the  sky, 
Solicited  his  movement  on  their  viols. 

And  the  palm  trees,  heat  weary. 

Chafing  smooth  limbs  within  a  rinded  shell, 

Spoke  of  his  coming  with  soft  acclamation, 

Like  watchers  long  grown  tired,  languid  and  sorry: 

4  Look,  how  he  comes  ’ — as  faint  as  whispering  deer — 

4  What  storm  and  state  he  brings.’  Then  louder  voices, 
The  unchaste  turtles  crying  out  with  pleasure. 

And  badgers  from  the  earth 

Sprawled  upon  the  rocks  with  animal  laughter. 

4  The  Cretan  bull  ferrying  across  the  sea 
Bore  home  no  richer  load; 

In  the  reed  forest  of  Eurotas’  bank 

That  quivering  swan,  clapping  strong  wings  together, 

With  harsh,  sweet  voice  called  out  no  keener  marriage.’ 


Then  shrill  response,  as  seeming  from  the  air, 

Invoicing  joy,  summoning  desire: 

‘  Hither  desires. 

Coming  as  thick  and  hot  as  the  press  and  hurry  of  blood 
Striking  the  apse  of  the  brain, 

Ranging  abroad,  carrying  your  torches  high, 

Running  as  light  and  remote  as  a  scattered  cast  of  pearls/ 

Then  antic  spirits  from  the  tulip  trees : 

‘  We  must  have  tumblers  like  a  wheel  of  lire. 

We  must  have  dancers  moving  their  suave  hands: 

The  tumblers  strung  backward  like  a  hoop 

Until  they  thrust  vermilioned  cheeks  between  their  knees. 

And  the  intricacy 
Of  sweet  involving  gaiety, 

And  wine  to  warm  our  innocence, 

Music  to  sooth  the  prickled  sense. 

Sounding  like  water  or  like  ringing  glass. 

* 

The  mitred  Queen  of  Heaven  stirred  on  her  broad,  low 
throne, 

Setting  the  lattice  just  so  much  ajar 
That  wandering  airs  from  earth  should  cool  the  room, 
Peered  down  on  more-than-Leda  and  smoothed  her 
wrinkled  snood, 

Crying  to  her  Father-Spouse — ‘  Dear  Lord,  how  sweet 
she  looks/ 
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The  clumsy  hierarchies, 

Wearied  by  their  continual  task  of  praise, 

Rested  wide  heifer  eyes  upon  her  fallen  lids. 

Islanded  in  stars. 

Even  the  keen  Intelligences  turned  away 
From  the  mathematic  splendour  of  the  spheres’  incessant, 
rolling  chime. 

Himself,  the  Father  moved, 

Traditional  and  vast. 

Remembering  fresher  years, 

Might  have  inclined  his  steeply  pinnacled  head, 

But  his  more  zealous  Son, 

As  neat  as  Thammuz,  with  smooth,  pallid  cheeks, 
Sensing  an  evil,  shut  the  casement  fast. 

* 

But  I,  remembering  Atlantis,  wept, 

Remembering  her  paths  and  their  unswept  flowers, 

Clean  beaches,  patterned  by  a  light  sea  wrack, 

And  the  ruined  halcyon  nests  that  came  on  shore. 

Tears,  in  their  freedom,  cloud  the  eyes, 

Drowsing  the  sense. 

Honey  and  poppy  equally  mixed  together, 

They  cannot  drug  away  or  curtain  off  with  sleep 
So  many  crowding  faces, 

Such  pitiless  disharmony  of  shapes. 
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THE  DIVERS 


Ah,  look, 

How  sucking  their  last  sweetness  from  the  air 
These  divers  run  upon  the  pale  sea  verge; 

An  evening  air  so  smooth  my  hand  could  round 
And  grope  a  circle  of  the  hollow  sky 
Without  a  harshness  or  impediment. 

Look  now, 

How  they  run  cowering  and  each  unknots 
A  rag,  a  girdle  twisted  on  his  loins, 

Stands  naked,  quivered  in  the  cool  of  night. 

As  boldest  lovers  will  tire  presently, 

When  dawn  dries  up  a  radiance  on  the  limbs, 

And  lapse  to  common  sleep. 

To  the  deep  tumult  of  habitual  dreams, 

Each  sighing,  with  loosened  limbs,  as  if  regretfully. 
Gives  up  his  body  to  the  foamless  surge. 

Water  combs  out  his  body,  and  he  sinks 
Beyond  all  form  and  sound. 

Only  the  blood  frets  on, 

Grown  fearful,  in  a  shallow  dissonance. 

Water  strains  on  his  hair  and  drums  upon  his  flank. 

Consumes  his  curious  track 

And  straight  or  sinuous  path 

Dissolves  as  swift,  impermanent  as  light. 
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Still  his  strange  purpose  drives  him,  like  a  beam, 
Like  the  suspended  shaft  of  cavern-piercing  sun; 
And,  hardier  still, 

With  wavering  hands  divides  the  massive  gloom, — 
A  vast  caress  through  which  he  penetrates, 

Or  obscure  death  withdrawing 
Veil  upon  veil, 

Discovering  new  darkness  and  profounder  terror. 

6  Consider  you  your  loss, 

For  now  what  strength  of  foot  or  hand 
Can  take  you  by  the  narrow  way  you  came 
Through  the  clear  darkness  up  again  and  up. 

Watch  a  procession  of  the  living  days, 

Where  dawn  and  evening  melt  so  soft  together 
As  wine  in  water,  or  milk  shed  in  water, 

Filming  and  clouding  into  even  dullness.’ 

‘  Who  weeps  me  now  with  pulse  of  noisy  tears, 

Who  strikes  the  breast? 

If  I  regret  among  the  flowing  weed, 

My  regret  is 

Not  vocal,  cannot  pierce  to  hidden  day, 

Momentary,  soon  quenched,  like  a  strangled  flame/ 
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THE  FLIGHT  INTO  EGYPT 


Within  Heaven’s  circle  I  had  not  guessed  at  this, 

I  had  not  guessed  at  pleasure  such  as  this, 

So  sharp  a  pleasure, 

That,  like  a  lamp  burning  in  foggy  night, 

Makes  its  own  orb  and  sphere  of  flowing  gold 
And  tents  itself  in  light. 

Going  before  you,  now  how  many  days. 

Thoughts,  all  turned  back  like  birds  against  the  wind, 
Wheeled  sullenly  towards  my  Father’s  house. 

Considered  his  blind  presence  and  the  gathered,  bustling  pasan, 
The  affluence  of  his  sweetness,  his  grace  and  unageing  might. 

My  flesh  glowed  then  in  the  shadow  of  a  loose  cloak 
And  my  brightness  troubled  the  ground  with  every  pulse  of 
the  blood, 

My  wings  lax  on  the  air,  my  eyes  open  and  grave, 

With  the  vacant  pride  of  hardly  less  than  a  god. 

We  passed  thickets  that  quaked  with  hidden  deer. 

And  wide  shallows  dividing  before  my  feet, 

Empty  plains  threaded,  and  between  stiff  aloes 
I  took  the  asse’s  bridle  to  climb  into  mountain  pathways. 

When  cold  bit  you,  through  your  peasant’s  mantle, 

And  my  Father  filled  the  air  with  meaningless  stars, 

I  brought  dung  and  dead  white  grass  for  fuel, 

Blowing  a  fire  with  the  breath  of  the  holy  word. 

Your  drudge,  Joseph,  slept;  you  would  sit  unmoving, 

In  marble  quiet,  or  by  the  unbroken  voice  of  a  river, 
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Would  sometimes  bare  your  maiden  breast  to  his  mouth, 
The  suckling,  to  the  conscious  God  balanced  upon  your  knees. 

Apart  I  considered  the  melodious  names  of  my  brothers, 

As  again  in  my  Father’s  house,  and  the  even  spheres 
Slowly,  nightlong  recalled  the  splendour  of  numbers; 

I  heard  again  the  voluptuous  measure  of  praise. 

Sometimes  pacing  beneath  clarity  immeasurable 
I  saw  my  mind  He  open  and  desert, 

The  wavering  streams  frozen  up  and  each  coppice  quieted, 
A  whole  valley  in  starlight  with  leaves  and  waters. 

Coming  at  last  to  these  farthest  Syrian  hills, 

Attis  or  Adon,  some  ambushed  lust  looked  out; 

My  skin  grows  pale  and  smooth,  shrunken  as  silk, 

Without  the  rough  effulgence  of  a  God. 

And  here  no  voice  has  spoken ; 

There  is  no  shrine  of  any  godhead  here; 

No  grove  or  hallowed  fires, 

And  godhead  seems  asleep. 

Only  the  vine  has  woven 

Strange  houses  and  blind  rooms  and  palaces, 

Into  each  hollow  and  crevice  continually 
Dropped  yearlong  irrecoverable  flowers. 

The  sprawling  vine  has  built  us  a  close  room; 

Obedient  Hymen  fills  the  air  with  mist; 

And  to  make  dumb  our  theft 

The  white  and  moving  sand  that  will  not  bear  a  print. 
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FRAGMENT:  DESIGN 
FOR  AN  UNFINISHED  POEM 

The  cities  built  by  sound  return  to  sound. 
Amphion,  who  has  slept  a  sum  of  years. 

Turns  back  like  Christ  the  marble  of  his  tomb, 
And  his  unbroken  lyre, 

Draws  out  the  heart  until  the  flesh  dissolves. 

Now  that  strong  current  of  compulsive  sound 
Makes  Thebes  as  desert  as  a  grassy  plain, 

The  fever  of  her  streets 

Withdrawn  like  hasty  breath  or  like  a  river 

Mysteriously  drawn  back  into  its  source. 

Whether  there  dwells  some  discord  in  my  brain. 
Whether  my  blood  runs  in  too  cold  a  stream, 
Whether  some  dream  pressed  on  me  as  I  lay, 
His  song  passed  over,  never  rousing  me. 

It  was  not  tender  dawn  that  woke  me  then. 

But  sound  as  of  a  harsh  and  passing  sigh. 

Swift  pressing  of  a  thousand  naked  feet 
And  Thebes’  great  torrent  drying  in  its  bed. 

No  furnace  beat  upon  the  air, 

Upon  a  sky  grown  innocent  of  fire. 

And  sound  of  traffic  through  the  furthest  streets 
Was  softer  than  the  roaring  in  a  shell. 
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Earth’s  shadow  makes  the  marshalled  stars  appear, 
And  blacker  loneliness 
Shows  in  the  chambered  brain 
Spirits  unknown  stand  armoured  and  distinct. 

For,  to  myself  grown  dearer  than  the  light, 

I  walked  by  empty  quadrants  and  broad  ways, 

Or  entered  in  and  felt 

A  slow  warmth  die  between  the  furrowed  sheets. 

Ah,  ruined  warmth  that  I  feed  with  my  own, 

Deep  impress  of  the  side; 

•  •••••••• 
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ATE 


‘  Her  feet  are  tender  for  she  sets  her  steps 
Not  on  the  ground  but  on  the  hearts  of  men.’ 

Ate,  Ate,  Ate, 

You  are  my  mother,  my  mother, 

In  the  peaks  of  air  bore  me. 

I  come  to  waste  spaces  aerial 
Lo,  blossom  breaks  and  clear  leaf, 

Below  me,  below  me. 

From  the  hollow  of  space,  from  a  windless 
Heaviness,  wrath  for  not  being, 

From  the  face  of  a  sea  unnamed, 

I  come. 

Between  the  swell  of  a  wave  and  its  birth  in  bright  foam, 
Some  breath  of  a  wind  long  travelled 
Conceived  me  and  bore  me. 

O  room  rush-walled,  where  fine  dust 
Stirs,  subtle,  unceasing, 

Place  of  delicate  things,  I  am  wind. 

Wind  come  from  a  sea  unnamed. 

Bringing  stillness  of  dead  things  and  anger, 

And  I  bring  wasting, 

I  have  loosed  my  voice  and  my  anger, 

And  ripples  are  quiet. 
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Broad  leaves  of  the  dove’s  grove— the  quiet 
Soft  falling,  the  swell  of  huge  silence, 

Light  ripple  of  sound  faint  and  ceasing, 

Fruit  of  great  calm,  lap  of  silence. 

I  have  heard  the  voices  of  night,  broken  upon  small  pools 
Reed  guarded,  and  freedom  like  wind 
Has  shod  me  and  winged  me. 

From  great  quiet  to  quiet. 

By  anger  of  leaf  and  wind, 

To  a  Paphos  of  mind, — an  end 
Silent,  unshadowed. 
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PROCNE 


S  o  she  became  a  bird  and  bird-like  danced 

On  a  long  sloe-bough,  treading  the  silver  blossom 

With  a  bird’s  lovely  feet, 

And  shaken  blossoms  fell  into  the  hands 
Of  sunlight,  and  he  held  them  for  a  moment 
And  let  them  drop. 

And  in  the  autumn  Procne  came  again 
And  leapt  upon  the  crooked  sloe-bough  singing 
And  the  dark  berries  winked  like  earth-dimmed  beads. 
As  the  branch  swung  beneath  her  dancing  feet. 
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THE  SUNFLOWER 


See,  I  have  bent  thee  by  thy  saffron  hair, 

O  most  strange  masker, 

Towards  my  face,  thy  face  so  full  of  eyes, 

O  almost  legendary  monster. 

Thee  of  the  saffron,  circling  hair  I  bend. 

Bend  by  my  fingers  knotted  in  thy  hair, 

Hair  like  broad  flames. 

So — shall  I  swear  by  beech  husk,  spindle-berry, 
To  break  thee,  saffron  hair  and  peering  eye, 

To  have  the  mastery? 
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‘WHILE  I  HAVE  VISION,  WHILE  THE 

GLOWING-BODIED* 


While  I  have  vision,  while  the  glowing-bodied, 

Drunken  with  light,  untroubled  clouds,  with  all  this  cold 
sphered  sky, 

Are  flushed,  above  trees  where  the  dew  falls  secretly. 
Where  no  man  goes,  where  beasts  move  silently. 

As  gently  as  light-feathered  winds  that  fall 
Chill  among  hollows  filled  with  sighing  grass, 

While  I  have  vision,  while  my  mind  is  borne 
A  finger’s  length  above  reality, 

Like  that  small  plaining  bird  that  drifts  and  drops 
Among  these  soft-lapped  hollows, 

Robed  gods,  whose  passing  fills  calm  nights  with  sudden 
wind, 

Whose  spears  still  bar  our  twilight, 

Bend  and  fill  wind-shaken,  troubled  spaces  with  some  peace. 
With  clear  untroubled  beauty, 

That  I  may  live,  not  chill  and  shrilling  through  perpetual 
day. 

Remote,  amazed,  larklike,  but  may  hold 
The  hours  as  firm,  warm  fruit. 

This  finger’s  length  above  reality. 
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